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D^.A. boone f t 5uerajgne) tor my feruice done, 
am / pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow. * 

Dar, / will not rile vnleile your highndlegraunf, 

Kttt. Then fpeakeat once, what is it thou demaundft; 
Bar, Hie forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life, ’* \ 
Who flew to day atyorous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. , 

Kin, riaue / a tongue to doome my brothers death 
And lhall the fame gine pardontoaflaue; 

My brother flaw no man, his fault was thought, t 

And yet his punilhmenr w'|fc crutll death, ‘ 

V\' no fucd to me for him f who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete .and bad me be aduifdcf 
Who fpake ofbrother-hood * who of loue? 
frho tould me how the poore foule did forfake 
5T*ne mightie #’arwickc,and did fight for me i 
W\\o told mein the field by Teuxburie, 

/Pnen oxford had me down, he refeued me, 

And faid,deare brother, line and beaking; 
ff'ho told me when we both lay in the field. 

Frozen almoft to death, how he did lappe me, 

.Luen in his owne garments, and gaue himfelf 
AH thin and naked to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man ofyou 
Had fo much grace to put itin my minde. 

But whe your carters,or your weighting vaflailei 
Waue done a drunken daughter, and defac'd 
The precious /mage of our deare Redeemer, 

And / ra ‘ S m are ° n yo " r knees for Pardon, pardon. 

And /vmuflly too, muff graunt ityou 

But for my brother, nota mail would foeake. 

Nor /(vngracious)fpeake vntoinv felfe 
for him,poore foule : The proudeftof you all 
Htuc bene beiiolden to him in his lift X 

Oh ?r y ° U r ul£l ,° ncc P Iead his life : 

UH God, /feare thy luff ice will takeholde 

“<* thfe. <» 


co«= 



or a ici rar uTnrn?ffSr'™“ " 

Gk, This is the fruite of rawnes : marktyou not 

How that the guiltie kindred of the C^eene, 

L ookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death* 

Oh, they did vrge it flill vnto the King, 

Qc d will reuenge it# But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company . Exeunt, 

Enter Dutches ofTorke,with Qarence children, 

Bej, Tell me good Granam, is our father dead* 

Dut. No boy. ■ ■ ■ 

Bey, Why doyou wring your hands and beate your breali 

And crie, Oh Clarence, my. vnhappy fonne? 

Or/e.Why doyou lookeon vs and fliake your head? 

And call vs wretches, dphanes.caflawayes, 
if that our noble father bealiue* 

‘Dut. Ji|y prettie Cofcns, you miffake me much, • 

/do lament the ficknefle of the King ; 

As loath to loofehim, not your fathers death : 

Ji were loll labor to weepefor one that’s loft, 

Bey. 7laen Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vncleis too blame forthisj 
God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With daily prayers all to that effeff. 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and lhallow Innocents, 

You cannot geflewvho caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we canjfor my good Vncle Glocefter 
Told me the King pro.ioked by the Queenc, 

Deuild impeachments toimprifonhim : 

And when he told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly kiff nay checkc, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father, 

And he would loueme dearely as his childe, 

Dut. Oh tliat deceit lliould fteale fuch gentle lhapes. 

And with a vertuous .vizard hide foule guile, 

He-is my.fonnc, and therein my fhame : 
let from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

■ ^r.Thinkeyou my Vncle did dillemble, Granam! 

Dut, I Boy. 

B°y, I cannot thakeit;harke, whatnoijfc is this? 
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